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portions of the city you will see the beautiful fair Parsee ladies
in coloured silks a-riding in costly motors, charming to look
on, the women-folk of the great Parsee merchants of Bombay.
Did you ask who are the Parsees? They are the remnant
of the old Fire-worshippers of Persia driven out by Islam
without their real women, several centuries ago, who have
already been described.

In the bazaars again you may see some Muhammadan
woman tight-veiled in a white burqa down to her toes, with
only little smocked eyelet-holes for the eyes and breath.
Very convenient for intrigue, very convenient because you
need not bother what you wear under it, damnably hot, and
yet without it no old-fashioned and orthodox Moslem woman
dare venture abroad. She has this advantage over the
Hindu purdah woman, who can never move abroad at all.
If you have ever felt a hesitating pat on your arm from a
woman in a burqa and wondered quite what it means and
what you should do about it, you may know too how con-
venient the said hood is.

THE ROAD TO THE NORTH

If you look at the map of India you will see that Queen
Catherine's Island of Bombay lies about in the middle of the
West Coast. North-east runs the rail to Agra, if we go by
the G.I.P. (the Great Indian Peninsula Railway), to Delhi,
or north for a while if we go by the B.B.C.I. (the Bombay
Baroda and Central India line). As in England so in India
we know the railways by their initials. In fact there is the
nice story of an officer who met somewhere in Oudh a former
soldier of his regiment now in the employ of the railways.

Said he, 'Hullo, Brown, I thought you were employed
nearer Calcutta?'

'Sir, I used to be in the Hee-Hi-Har (East India Railway)
but now I am in the Ho-Har-Har (Oudh and Rohilkand
Railway)/

East runs the G.I.P. till it meets the E.I.R. on the way
to Calcutta, or southwards via Poona and the more southernly